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leaves them in the middle,
if knowledge becomes an obstacle
by widening the gap,
they leave the flowing river
beholding its groan and roar.
If they keep quiet puzzled,
they cannot learn
the art of flowing
from the water of life.
By becoming weak
knowledge will only show
the cracks
in the armour of ignorance
and separate the husk
from the grain of life
with the help of winnowing baskets.
Knowledge, like a saw,
cuts man into pieces,
ties the intimacy of non-entity
to the mean agony of entity,
fills the dark corners of the mind
with the light of woes
and cuts the navel-string
between man and the earth.
Knowledge unfolds
the significance of an atom
in the endless universe,
the meanness of awareness
in the helplessness of the earthly man.
Knowledge points out
the evaporation of dewdrops
in the paths of deserts,
the flow of convoys, failing
to reach the shore of success.
Birds, with tired wings, falter